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round the composer of the " Marseillaise ") by Freeman
Wills and A Fitzmaurice King (of whom we were to
hear a good deal later on), King Rene's Daughter,
translated from the Danish by the Hon. Edmund
Phipps (really another version of lolanthe, an item in
our previous repertory) and our old version of Robert
Macaire. The project was a failure. Let other young-
sters, who are bent on a similar enterprise, take warning.
Playgoers do not like triple bills. Irving himself con-
fessed to me some years after that they were " no good,
my boy." I take it he was thinking of his own venture
with Don Quixote, A Story of Waterloo, and Journeys
End in Lovers Meeting. It is true that one triple bill
which included the well beloved Pantomime Rehearsal
succeeded, but it did so owing entirely to the charm
and attractiveness of this particular play. I question
whether the other playlets which made up that pro-
gramme are now remembered ? The Briton likes a solid
meal for his money, both in the eating-house and the
Theatre. Kickshaws are meals for the 'Froggies' and
as dramatic entertainment for the Variety houses. This
prejudice is a pity. It reduces considerably one's scope
for the production of one-act plays, although there are
many of great beauty. Even * Double bills * are suspect
of the average theatre-goer, and he is apt to smell an
effort on the part of the Manager to piece out for a
night's entertainment a weak play with the addition
of a "curtain raiser." Mr. Bernard Shaw knows this
to his cost; for such brilliant pieces as The Man of
Destiny and The Showing-up of Blanco Posnet are
doubly difficult to fit into an evening's bill, because
each plays for a full hour, thus reducing the importance
of an evening's piece de resistance. Still, the psychology
of playgoers is an incalculable element, and I must
admit that we had a sound financial success a year or
insoluble technical problem. I won the day, finished the play with Rouget's
death, and revelled in the story of a doctor at Leamington, who, swaying into
the bar after the curtain fell upon our little play, gasped out *' For God's sake,
give me some brandy; I've seen a good many death-bed scenes, but none as
moving as that,"